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were diminished or at rest, but even in the extreme case,
when our hatred seems most just and necessary, when
monsters appear in the form of man whose crimes strike
us with horror, even for such we sometimes detect in
ourselves a feeling opposite to hatred. When they fall
into calamity and death, a feeling of awe, aye, of pity,
mixes with our rejoicing. Even in primitive times, when
men's feelings towards each other were for the most part
simple and clear, when hatred was unmixed and had
not begun to lose its c raven gloss' we find these pangs
of tenderness. When the housekeeper Eurydca was ad-
mitted by Ulysses into the hall where the oppressors of
the house lay slaughtered, her first impulse, woman
though she was—such was the fierceness of the time—
was to utter a shout of triumph. But the hero stopped
her and said, 'Bejoice in silence, woman, and restrain
thyself, and utter no shout: it is not right to triumph
over slaughtered men.'
If we consider these singular relentings, the thoughts
with which they are accompanied, and the words in which
they most naturally express themselves, we shall find that
it is the ideal of man in each man which calls them forth.
When we think of the fallen criminal or tyrant we say,
' He too was once an innocent child,' or c Who knows what
he might have been had circumstances been more favour-
able or temptation less!' In thoughts like these we
betray that there is a third kind of love which we may
bear to our fellow-creatures, and which is neither that
love of the whole race which has been called above
Jacobinism, nor that independent love of each individual
which appears impossible when we consider that different
individuals exhibit opposite qualities. This third feeling

